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eager to meet, none other, in fact, than Eddie Rickenbacker,
captain and ace.
It came out in their exchange of talk that Gowdy's home
town was Columbus, Ohio, and Eddie exclaimed:
"Gee, I had a letter from my mother from Columbus,
Ohio, only to-day!"
"Yes?" remarked Hank.
"Sure. Here's the letter," pulling it out of his pocket.
"Mother sent it with her picture, a snapshot taken with a
neighbor."
Hank took one glance at the photograph.
"That other woman is my mother!" he shouted.
"You are fooling," said Rickenbacker. "A coincidence like
this isn't possible."
For answer Hank brought forth a picture signed "Mother."
It was true, and neither boy had known that their mothers
were neighbors and friends.
From the Razzberry Club many post-Armistice newspaper
expeditions had their origin. I have written of two of these
into unoccupied German territory. Our club with its in-
formality, its genial good fellowship, and its absence of any
kind of snobbery, even military snobbery, was sui generis,
and stands alone in the memory of the war correspondents
, who formed it.
The officers of the Army of Occupation also had their
club. It was a spacious building in which the German officers
of the Coblentz garrison had long held their revels. Members
of the Razzberry Club were invited en masse to cele-
brate New Year's Eve, 1919, in the officers' club. It was a
stag party, and the principal entertainment was ordering the
German waiters back and forth with food and drink. The
party was well organized, with thanks to the potent quality